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you will be ill.. Listen to my advice. If you do not, it will prob-
jbly be the cause of my death. Take the implements with which
we kindle our fires. Go some distance from our lodge and build
a separate fire. When you are in want of food, I will tell you
where to find it. You must cook for yourself, and I will for
myself. When you are ill, do not attempt to come near the lodge,
or bring any of the utensils you use. Be sure always to fasten to
your belt the implements you need, for you do not know when
the time will come. As for myself, I must do the best I can." His
sister promised to obey him in all he had said.

Shortly after, her brother had cause to go from home. She
was alone in her lodge combing her hair. She had just untied the
belt to which the implements were fastened, when suddenly the
event to which her brother had alluded occurred. She ran out of
the lodge, but in her haste forgot the belt. Afraid to return, she
stood for some time thinking. Finally, she decided to enter the
lodge and get it. For, thought she, my brother is not at home,
2nd I will stay but a moment to catch hold of it. She went back.
Running in suddenly, she caught hold of it, and was coming out
when her brother came in sight. He knew what was the matter.
"Oh," he said, "did I not tell you to take care? But now you
have killed me." She was going on her way, but her brother
said to her, "What can you do there now? The accident has
happened. Go in, and stay where you have always stayed. And
what will become of you? You have killed me."

He then laid aside his hunting-dress and accoutrements, and
soon after both his feet began to turn black, so that he could
not move. Still he directed his sister where to place the arrows,
that she might always have food. The inflammation continued
to increase, and had now reached his first rib; and he said,
"Sister, my end is near. You must do as I tell you. You see my
medicine-sack, and my war-club tied to it. It contains all my
medicines, and my war-plumes, and my paints of all colors. As
soon as the inflammation reaches my breast, you will take my
war-club. It has a sharp point, and you will cut off my head.